lazarus 


MARLON O. CAREY 


ALSO BY MARLON O. CAREY 


BOOKS 
Giraffe Theory 


Prolegomenon 


cD 


There Is No Plan, Be 


lazars 


MARLON O. CAREY 


ST. ANDREWS COLLEGE PRESS 
Laurinburg, North Carolina 


COPYRIGHT © 2008 BY MARLON O. CAREY 


ST. ANDREWS COLLEGE PRESS 
1700 Dogwood Mile 
Laurinburg, North Carolina 28352 


LIBRARY OF CONGRESS 
CATALOGING-IN-PUBLICATION DATA 
Carey, Marlon O. 2008. Lazarus / Marlon O. Carey— 
Laurinburg, NC / St. Andrews College Press 
I. Carey, Marlon O. II. Title 


ISBN 978-1-59948-137-1 
Produced in the United States of America by 
Main Street Rag Publishing Company 


DESIGN AND TYPESETTING 
Molly McCaffrey 
and Justin Thoby, ‘10 


COVER ART 
“Orion’s Son” by Marlon Forrester, 2008 


www.marlonforrester.com 


TYPE 
Garamond and Cracked 


First PRINTING 
July 2008 


FOR MARINA MARTEL CAREY 
You will always be the poem I meant to write. 


CONTENTS 
First Words 


Prayer 

Methodology 

One Day in Advisory 

Mama’s Boy Blues 

Bubblegum 

Greyhound Station Epiphany 
Footnotes for an Untimely Departure 
Grandma’s Poem 

Vindictive 

Plantation Daydreams 

False Advertising (Gotta Be the Shoes) 
Chambers Street Station 


Going Home Broke 
after Losing a Poetry Slam 


Ex 

Wound 

Lazarus 

Procrastinate Not, Young Poet 
Blues for M.B. 

Untitled 

Cinderella: Unauthorized 
Passion Revisited 

Elegy for a Poem Unborn 


Drosophila Does the Backstroke 


“Tam Lazarus, come from the dead, 
Come back to tell you all, I shall tell you all” 


—T'S. ELIOT 
“The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock” 


First WORDS 


One stroke can ruin a page, 

making it difficult to deliver messages 
No revelations, 

no insight 

when the messenger’s broken 


Scratch 
and start over 


Turn over new leaves like autumn, 
making mulch 


to fertilize an anthology 


Momentarily I slipped 
into the blackness of an inkwell, 


dipped to drowning, 
gurgling on darkness 


I sputtered out 
to flop about on the canvas 


This is my Rorschach. 


PRAYER 


All praises to the Everlasting Spirit 

who makes poems appear beneath the poet’s pen 
Thou hast blessed my hands and heart with purpose 
You place images before me 

and allow me to record 

and capture them on paper 

Lord, I am nothing but the clay 

from which you molded me, 

little more than a vessel 

for the pouring out of your spirit 

Therefore, use me, I pray 

Make me your pen 

Use me to write your words 

on the blank pages of this world 

Teach me to inspire again 

Let me be a lantern, 

let me be light 


We are a bruised and shipwrecked people 

clinging to the edge of sanity’s 

slippery precipice, 

but 

though we are far removed from Eden, 

Canaan lies just over the eastern hills 

Guide us once more into the elevated illumination 
of your grace 

Amen, 
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METHODOLOGY 


Do not think about poetry 

Be poetry 

Walk with a million angels cushioning your arches 

Talk with a billion diminutive parcels of artscapes 
precariously perched 

in a spectacular palace’s archway 


You are practically drowning in society 

Slip away, come fly with me 

Scrape the barnacles off your irises, 

exercise your larynx, and 

recite this deliciously inspired phrase: 

I rise with pride uncompromised from the fires! 
I rise with pride uncompromised from the fires! 


And the irony of all my tired aspirations 
is that after all this endless exasperating effort 
I haven’t even perspired 


I’m an admirer of chaos 

You could say I’ve got a crush on her, 

yet I haven’t developed a hide thick enough to cushion her, 

a suitable sheath for leaping into the arms of a time bomb 
to shield a customer 

ot concealing the Golden One betwixt the hay bales and 
lumber, 

I am wielding gossamer strands and sewing sorrow and 
surrender’s slippery 

threads into surreptitious syrupy satin streams of symmetry 
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This is just chemistry 


I could have been a plumber 

or perhaps practiced dentistry, 

but this is apparently my predetermined destiny 
Face it—it’s a ministry 

So if you will closely listen to me, 

I shall proceed with the sermon most expediently: 


I am unconditionally conditioning your conditioning’s 
conditioning, 

eradicating all your previous prejudices, superstitions, and 
suppositions 

by reviewing and investigating all impractical positions 

and replacing them with statements 

of unmistakable divinity and tenacious precision, 

enabling you to make more sagacious decisions 

under one condition, 

which is that you 

dismiss your inhibitions and simply 

keep listening 


I am repositioning myself to rewrite a petition 
alerting the establishment 

of my precarious disposition 

But this is poetry 

masquerading as wisdom 


This is a pregnant pause 


injected with diction 
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It’s an election day dinner 

(without all the fixings) 

It’s a prescription for remixing 

the persistent din of the syphilitic system, 
a swan song for the sin-sick sinners 

and the slop they’ve slipped in, 

a Clever inscription 

written 

for all the innocent victims 

of carcinogens sifting 

through September’s ashes to find an inkling 
of truth 

suspended inside a minuscule molecule 
of crystallized carbon 


This is all that remains of our last great bonfire 
—do not think too long about it 
Just tell them 


how we burned. 


LAZARUS 


ONE Day IN ADVISORY 


It has not been this quiet since the first day 
when you were lumps of coal 

fit to burn 

You were sitting there, 

drowning in my stares 


as I took you all in: 


eyes, ears, nose, 
smile 

Too scared, 

too nervous, 

too young to even know 

that it was the “first day of the rest of your life” 


We move like camels 

ot salmon 

ot wildebeests, 

trekking always forward, upward, 
hand over hand, 

traversing the un-flagged landscape 
of the present, 

searching for a future 

like a mirage, 

hazy and indistinct in the distance. 
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Mama’s Boy BLUES 


My mother kept my eyes and ears 

shut during the revolution 

She tied me to her skirt hem 

and carried me around like a red ribbon, 

the reminder wrapped around her little finger 
I resembled a piece of him she could keep, 
perhaps change 

Now she wants me to find the girl 

who reminds her the most of herself 

aud marry her 


like a matchstick to sandpapet. 
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BUBBLEGUM 


“The difference between you and me,” 
said the terrorist, 

“you know that point you get to— 
when your chewing gum has no flavor 
left, 

but it’s just the right texture 

to be fun? 

Well, the same moment 

you start making casts with your teeth 


is precisely the moment 
I start thinking 
about 


explosives.” 


10 MARLON O. GAREY 


GREYHOUND STATION EPIPHANY 


I’m sneaking glances at her rear, 

a cheap feel 

Her amplicity hangs like just-ripe fruit, 
and a part of me is already 

touching them 


Southern male accents ramble on 
about a job well done: 

the trucking industry, the value of 
grease-stained hands... 


And she stands on shoes like pedestals: 
high platform sandals, 

leather strings 

wrapped around her ankles 

and halfway up her calves 


Hey, man, you look familiar too! 


Nice toes, and is that raspberry I smell? 
‘Yes: 

Soft raspberry fingers 

caress me, 

draw me into the source— 

is it her hands, her legs 

her neck? 


Heck, naw! I been through here a coupla’ times, 
but I aint never stopped— 
good gawd! Where dat whrtegirl get tits lak dat? 
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She is checking her fingernails for flaws 

I don’t see any, 

and I’m thinking about the line I am going to cast 
to reel her in 


I been in the trucking business for— 
what? Twenty-two years now? 


I’m looking for a panty line 

and can’t see one 

Her handbag is casting a weird shadow, 

and I am dangerously close to overtly ogling 


Man, look at dat lil’ young thing dere, null ya? 
Cain’ be more’n sixteen, seventeen, 

definitely not eighteen looking lak dat 

so young. 18s must be juicier’n a Georgia peach! 


NOW BOARDING AT GATE 14. 


She bends down to grab her second bag 
(they’re blue), 
but it’s too late 


I lose interest in a heartbeat 
She becomes a normal young girl 
She becomes a student, 


someone I would protect from men like them 
She becomes my little sister 
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I forget the raspberry-scented heaven 
I had almost lost myself in, 

and I think 

this girl is inappropriately dressed 

to be traveling alone 

Her Daisy Dukes are too tight, 

too short, 

and she ought to be careful 

of the wolves 

on the pathway to Grandma’s house. 
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FOOTNOTES FOR AN UNTIMELY DEPARTURE 


We made love like a train wreck, 

your bedroom an open field 

where we lay 

on the caboose of a night that would not quit, 
arms and legs entangled, 

sheets like shrouds across our inanimate bodies 
We opened our eyes 

to utter devastation 


We had begun in the living room, 

fighting the draft beneath the window 

with the potted plant, 

pouring glasses of Merlot 

into the engine 

when the turbines began their slow grinding 

We marked time with music and silent conversation 
Our breathing became the sound of gigantic wheels 
devouring tracks at a moderate pace, 

momentum magnified 

Pulsing high beams pierced the darkness 

Promises flickered on a distant screen 


We fell asleep in the engine room— 
blame it on the wine 

We stoked the fire 

without lifting a finger, 

poured discourse into our glasses, 
talked 

until our clothes fell off 
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We forgot to stay between the lines, 

broke convention, 

broke barriers, 

and for a fleeting eternity 

broke free of Earth itself 

to bathe in the radiance of 

a stat-kissed horizon, 

yawning and stretching ourselves amidst the wreckage 


as cavalier as shrapnel. 
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GRANDMA'S POEM 


I could almost hear the disease eating her from the inside out 
She no longer faked a smile when we would go to see her 
She no longer bothered to conceal the hatred she bore us all 


My mother said it was the black magic spells 
she was always trying to put on people’s lives 
that had come full circle 

and backfired seven-times-seven on her 


Whatever the case, it made me squirm 

to watch her writhing beneath the covers, 
tubes running from her arms and her nostrils 
She was a prisoner in her own home, 

hissing orders one moment 

and wheezing helplessly the next 


The pan next to her bed, 

into which she would lean over 
and spit phlegm, 

was a thing I regarded 

with more than fear 

I had forgotten how long it was 
my textbooks 

said bacteria could live 

once they left the body, 

and I didn’t want to 

take any chances 
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As far as I was concerned the thing 
was a bathhouse for microbes, 
and I didn’t want to be anywhere near it 


But my mother asked me to empty it one day 


“Aw, ma, do I have top” 
I queried 


only to find that the magician’s creed, 
“the hand is quicker than the eye,” 
was a harsh reality, 

her hand 

connecting with the flesh 

two inches below my left eye 


I went about the business quietly, 
careful not to wake “the patient” or even breathe 
step by step, 


careful not to stare at the off-color face with the sunken eyes, 
careful not to spill any of it as it lapped against 

the edges when I walked to the bathroom, 

germs wanting to escape and jump into me 

and give me what she had 


Her tubes morphed into snakes, 

and I, for fear of being turned into stone, turned my head 
and hurried out 

Almost home-free, I had replaced the pan, sprayed some 
Lysol, 
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and turned to go when a skeletal hand 
reached up and grabbed my arm quick as a flash 
I froze 


“You too good to stay with me?” she rasped “Do I look 
that bad?” 

I swallowed hard 

“No, you look beautiful,” I fibbed, looking right into her eyes 

“You lie like a rug,” 

she said in a hoarse whisper-cackle 


She released my forearm and fell back into herself 
That was the last time I saw her 


When it was all said and done, 

they called me at college in December to say, 
“Happy birthday, 

Grandma’s dead.” 


And though we didn’t talk much before she passed, I cried 
because, although I never had an opportunity 

to give her a look that said “I love you” 

instead of one comprised of contempt and disgust, 


I could have picked up the phone and dialed her number 
I could have written her a letter 

because sometimes 

the hand is quicker than the eye. 
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VINDICTIVE 


As she sat and watched her bruises 

go slowly from blue to black 

and he continued to complain about the pain in his back, 
she contemplated taking a razor 

to the center of his slacks. 
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PLANTATION DAYDREAMS 


Fishing for a better angle of sun, 

I am upside down, 

head dangling ’cross the side of the top bunk 
My cellmate is shaving 

in the wrinkled steel plate we call a mirror 

I hear him scraping, 

humming to himself as Whitney Houston 
pipes “Run to You” like a Juilliard nightingale 


I am remembering an old flame, 
reflecting on the meaning of my name, 


reminding myself that Iam a poet 


in the twenty-first century, 
imprisoned in a state that still calls itself a plantation 


My cellmate is doing triangular push ups 

I can hear his quick breaths betwixt 

his fingertips shifting the newspaper he puts down with 
religious regularity 

I wonder if the Qur’an-carrying brother 

four cells down 

has a prayer mat 


The radio is playing Tony Rich’s “Nobody Knows,” 

and I am smiling 

The sun is making my skin sing, and last time I checked, 
I was still living 
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There’s a man smiling in the tiny cell window 
—biggest smile I’ve seen in a week 

I flash him two fingers 

and lean dangerously further off the bunk 
My cellmate just nods 


After the convict passes, 

we speak in whispers: “Do you know what’s he in for?” 

The sun has me hooked, 

and I am thinking of potted plants, 

reaching out for a slice of shine to pierce this shell of 
shadow 


Last night I dreamed of rats, 
and when I awoke, I felt a lump at the edge of the bed 
I stayed beneath the blankets and kicked it 


My cellmate is still working out, 
and I am still listening to his transparent transistor, 
taking in reticent rays, 


marveling that this is the best justice four years of college 


and almost fifty grand in loans could get me. 
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FALSE ADVERTISING (GOTTA BE THE SHOES) 


Its gotta be the shoes shoes shoes 
It’s gotta be the shoes shoes shoes 
Its gotta be the shoes shoes shoes 


If all I did was write intricately connected sentences 

to impress utterly defenseless slam audiences, 

what recklessness, 

how senseless to express my exasperation 

using gimmicks such as this 

It is because I have been blessed that when I rest my hand, 

press pen to paper and stress the mess that I’m living in, 

the rest just comes in like my breath 

Coming into my hungry lungs, I have scars 

from dreams my ancestors hung from 

Pardon me, I suffer from a condition called historical 
restlessness 

This is not an official diagnosis, 

just a best guess—quick test— 

to see if I have your disinterest, 

blah, blah, blah 

Man, I’m the best 

My life is stressed 

... 25 my sob story worth more or less? 

I confess I’m only doing this half in jest 

The other half is tongue-in-cheek or rather 


knife-in-flesh 


It’s gonna hurt a bit or 
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kill you, 
mote of less, 
but ’'m only here to document distress 


I inflect and project 

when injecting the rhetoric for dismembering the 
mechanism 

But if I only concocted cocky quips and quirky quotes 
to cold-cock your cerebellum, 

would you still consider me lemonade 

if the sun were a lemon? 


Born of harsh circumstances, 

I circumvented the learning curve 

to bitchslap nouns and pimp verbs 

You tried to force-feed me your language 

Now I spit epithets to get the taste out of my mouth 
Walking your fine line was like chewing glass, 

and I never knew what to do in class when they said, 
Mr. Carey... give us the Black opinion 

My life has never been rack and pinion, 

never anti-lock break-me-out-of-bondage 


Or powet-steer-me-up-out-the-hood-when-the-traction- 
wasn’t-good 
The only reason we have more trunk space 


is because our genes have a lot mote to carry 


They stress Mariah Carey and “What’s in Dionne’s carry-on?” 
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But overseas they carry on bloody campaigns, 

the Bush family making champagne toasts: 

“We just scored a few more votcs on both coasts!” 

while our soldiers just gored scores of poor folks on the 
Gulf Coast 

and those blokes that’re supposed to be guarding the coast, 

lo and behold, 

just let an entire boatload of coke float 


We worry over lactose 

while backpacking rappers lack flows and crack peddlers 
pack toast 

and live a trife life that entices righteous sisters to be crack 
hoes 

just so they can stack dough 

and go back to the sto’ 

to cop the pair of black Jordans they saw in the back row 


And if you watch TV, you'll certainly see that Texas Tea 
ain’t the only type of Black Gold 

Watch Cops tonight or the Nightly News this evening, 
you'll find black folks served up shackled and bleeding, 
wearing a swoosh like a slash 

in the spare tire of Freedom 

Boy, I tell ya, 


It’s gotta be the shoes shoes shoes 


It’s gotta be the shoes shoes shoes 
It’ gotta be the shoes shoes shoes... 
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CHAMBERS STREET STATION 


The place where even the air 
is stained with urine 


Padlocked doors 
brace themselves tight 
against the rusted walls 


Shadows hide beneath the edges 
of faded yellow platforms 


Creatures too large for scurrying 
lumber out, 
groggy and fat 


Their padded paws 
slapping the tiles, 
sounding like something wet 


Their tails dragging the hiss 
of cellophane and grease dust 


The place whete the light teases 


and threatens to abscond 


with your last breath. 
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GOING HOME BROKE AFTER LOSING A POETRY SLAM 


I saw my future sitting across the subway car, 
a black plastic bag clutched loosely between his legs 


He dribbled nonsense 
from lips that could have spoken crackpipe poetry 
or sung surrender’s bittersweet chorus 


He lay like a flatline 

across the gray plastic seats, 

his hair a concussion of confusion, 
his shoes laceless 


I wished him socks 
and a warm place to sleep 


A dead man rides the J train into Brooklyn, 
reeking of good intentions, 
choking on unswallowed pride 


I attempted to look away, but 
my eyes were drawn to the gravity of his existence, 
a twisted funhouse mirror image, 


an omen, and a warning 


I am haunted by his allegory, 
persecuted by his shame 

I render myself choiceless 
and remove from my thoughts 
the option to fail. 
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Ex 


I don’t want anything to do 

with anything 

that has anything to do 

with anything that has anything to do 
with you. 
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WOUND 


You could give lessons 

on insensitivity, 

and you could teach classes 

on breeding insecurity, 

and urhen it comes to letting me down, 
you deserve a Ph.D. 

But I've learned my lessons well 
There? be no more school for me 


My tongue tied itself into knots 
while trying to tell you the truth tonight 


I tried to twist myself free 

from the confines of language, 
tried to teach myself to balance 

on the tightrope strung between us 


Our conversation comes 

with tin-can resonance, 

and I am on hold, 

wishing my thoughts could travel 
the distance it takes to touch you 
and surf the canal of your inner ear 
to reach your brain to tell you 

that I woke up yesterday 

with you on my breath 


You are the reason my arms know 
that straight lines 


can easily become warm circles 


28 MARLON O. CAREY 


Lately I’ve been trying 

to use the compass of your legs 

to plot a course to forever, 

but you just don’t bend that way 

So I get tangled up in you, 

trying to backtrack and regroup, 

rethink my equations 

to find the formulas that render us fractional 


But love is not a numbers game, 
and I tind there are no words 

to accurately or adequately 

explain this explicit abomination, 
this sweet and subtle sin 

I can hardly begin, 

but I will make this poem write you 


I will find those words to construct lines 
to house these emotions, 

words like mercurochrome 

to soothe and disinfect 


Iam sorry I left you 

to bleed on the avenue of our yesterdays, 
but my heart would have ruptured 

if I didn’t tell you 

that this love means more to me 

than breathing 


A heavy phrase 
for an invertebrate to carry, but 


I carried on as if I didn’t see you wince, 
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as if I didn’t hear you groan, 
as if I didn’t notice you stumbling 
beneath the weight of my heart 


And so you collapsed, 

thinking you were halfway to Calvary 

when I was trying to take you back to Eden 
Lately I have not been eating, 

and sleep is the sort of fiction 

I dream about 

while pacing 


between the folds of daybreak 

My glimmer of hope is the silver lining 
stripped from a cloud 

that used to bear both of our names 


This is not an apology 


This is regret 

oozing from a laceration so deep 

I can hardly spare the pints, 

I can hardly stand without you, 

I can hardly stand to be without you, 
I can hardly stand you. 
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LAZARUS 


Today I came across an old photograph, 

thinking I could resurrect Lazarus 

by beating him senseless 

Being numb is no consolation prize, 

yet I find myself rising to occasions 

like cobras and jack-in-the-boxes 

When the wind whispers crystal slivers of your name, 
I will fashion a chandelier out of the pieces 

and let it dangle from the crossbeams 


I found your sweater last night 


It was under the bed, 
curled up 

A sleeping anemone, 
it carried your scent, 
a knife in the back 


I cradled it like my future 

and fell deep into our past 

I woke up running 

away from every shared sunset, 
shunning towns and shedding identities 
I woke up with a yellow sweater 
wrapped around my neck like fingers 


Choking on unspoken syllables 


and swallowed soliloquies, 
I surrendered this morning to Lazarus, 
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trembling beneath the blankets, 
cold flesh rippled 
when touched by warm hands 


I whispered comfort to calm seas, 
but cobras, 

having no ears, 

don’t listen to reason 

I had charmed the serpent, 

or had he charmed me? 


Lazarus— 

pulse quickening 

beneath the threat of rigor mortis, 

slowly overcoming the atrophy of solitude 


Lazarus— 

like a train 

rumbling to life, 

resigned to the pursuits of a one-track mind 


I clutched tight to braking mechanism, 
hoping to cut circulation, 

stave chaos, 

hoping the tip of the iceberg 

would not puncture my hull 

and sink me further beneath the sheets 


Lacking you, 


my fingers found facsimiles, 
friction turned fiction to hard fact, 
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and I was right back at the beginning, 
which was really the end 

He sprang to life, 

ejecting the venom that paralyzes souls 
and cripples catharsis 

I sat staring 

o-faced at the photostatic reality 


Lazarus— 

lying limp, 

half breathing on the edge of morning 

I woke up to slough the skin of remembrance 
and embrace the embers 

inside my heart’s furnace 


Lazarus, come forth! 
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PROCRASTINATE NOT, YOUNG PORT 


for the year draws closer with every passing day 
when you shall say, “if only I had more time” 
So write, 


write like you have but one more day 

to look upon the trees and breathe the air, 
indulge every conversation as your last, 
and record human history 

for such is the employment of poets 


Procrastinate not, young poet 

Time standeth not still 

but leaps 

from sundown to sunup 

with a child’s vigor, 

playing leapfrog 

Time is a whirlpool, 

sucking you into the darkness of old age 
where your memories go before you 


And your fingers will not be able to grasp the pen, 
nor will your eyes and ears be able 

to report as vividly 

the images around you 


Procrastinate not, young poet, 


or face your death 
with an incomplete legacy. 
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BLUES FOR M.B. 


Together we read love poems in her language, 
and she laughs at my poor pronunciation 
Later we will write a love poem together 

on the laporetio, kissing 

as the wind blows her scarlet hair back 


At the apartment 

the bed moves across the floor 
She doesn’t stifle a sound 

She kisses my neck with urgency, 
and my response is just as urgent 


T need this 


Like food for an empty stomach, 
my body feeds on kisses 
“T don’t want any dinner,” 


she says, “I’m hungry for you” 


Morning comes 

and with it realization: 

there is a real warmth in the space next to me, 
a real woman is taking a shower down the hall, 
I am really in Venice, 

and she really digs me 


As real as the kiss she gives me 


when she returns 
and as real as the scent 
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of her body in my nostrils, 
it dawns on me again 

as real as distance: 

this isn’t forever 


And so I kiss her hand 
and invite her back to bed. 
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UNTITLED 


If love is chocolate, 

let me eat it til I am sick, 
until it chokes me, 

til it replaces the blood in my veins 
and comes out of my pores, 
til it covers my eyes 

and becomes all that I see, 
until it comes out of my ears 
and is all that I hear, 

until it infects my heart 

and becomes all that Iam 

If love is chocolate, 

let me gorge 

until it kills me. 
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CINDERELLA: UNAUTHORIZED 


The cross-dressing prince knocked on the cottage door, 
intent on finding the match to the splendid slipper 

It had felt so good on his foot 

and had showed off his pedicure ever so nicely, 

he just had to have them both even if he had to beg 


She opened the door 

He fell to his knees, grabbed her hand, and kissed it 
“Pardon me, my lady, but will you please—” 

“Why, of course!” she squealed 

She ran to her bedroom to retrieve the other slipper 
and the rest of few belongings 

The prince winked at his footmen: 

“That was easy enough” 

He could imagine his footsies, 

nice and snug inside the scrumptious slippers 

He thought perhaps 

he would give the peasant girl 

a few pieces of gold for her trouble 


“Goodbye, you old hags!” she shouted as she came toward 
him “I’m moving out! I’m gonna marry me a prince!” 

The prince’s face fell 

The footmen snickered 

Vainly he tried to squeak an appeal: “B-but” 

“No buts about it, buster!” she snapped “And give me my 
other shoe, you’re getting fingerprints all over it!” 


(And they lived happily ever after after all.) 
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PASSION REVISITED 


I want to walk the darkened back chapters of your psyche 


and get mugged by the breadth of your glossary 
| want to find new meanings in an old language 
‘Teach me to speak with your tongue 

| am slipshod and sloppy 

Each time I lean into the whisper of a near kiss, 


lips nuss aud dismiss the listlessness of a previous existence 


This can’t be happening 

Passionate revisions 

have me irrationally driven 

to happeustance decisions 

I imagine your center, 

hot and ready, 

turning candlesticks into candle wax 
I cau handle 

the depths of a wishing well 

stitriuy up a spell of seduction 

like the swell of a monsoon 

This is me being riveted to the pivoted fan blade 
You are seductive with brain cleavage 
I am revived aud relentless, 

poised and unpretentious 

You send this satellite spinning 

I hike your game 

I am convinced 


I ani winning 


This is the end of a beautiful beginning, 
the beyiniuiny of a beautiful end, 
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the end of beautiful things 

The thing is 

beauty is only the beginning, 

beauty is the only beginning, 

I am only just beginning to understand 
the beauty of beginnings 


I am beginning to confuse myself, 


choosing and losing on both counts, 
bargaining for better beginnings, 
stronger foundations to foster 

forward movement and fixed footholds 
You can’t fasten forever to a faulty frame 


Yet I am stoking the flame by fanning 

the tension between the embers, 

stroking you slowly until your body remembers 

I breathe forget-me-nots into the intersection of your tulips 
and kiss the rose of your nose 

I suppose you think I’m trippin’ 


Fruit that is forbidden 

always seems riper 

It hangs heavier on the vine, 

and I am trapped among the clever clutter 
inside the caverns of my mind, 

trying to find a reason to go 

I still hear my boot-steps echoing 

behind my back in the bitter snow. 
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ELEGY FOR A POEM UNBORN 


These walls were made for bouncing 

The force of untethered fortune 

comes rolling down the alley 

while you make silent progress 

We sit together outside the circle and decide your fate, 
playing charades with crystal balls, 

pantomiming potential solutions 

You ate oblivious to potential oblivion 

You ate a problem we do not have an answer for, 
an alien being in the wrong stomach, 

a fire in an inconvenient belly 


Should we choose to terminate, 
we will use all sorts of technical language to cover up our 
mistakes 
We shall take care to speak eloquently 
about responsibility 
and the burden and cost 
of bearing up a life in these terrifying times 
We will be so graciously relieved when you are so much 
splat 
on someone else’s trash duty 
You will be a memory before we even have time to name you 
You are the evidence of things hoped for 
yet unaccepted when time comes 


And time comes— 


whether with scythe or scalpel, 
shawl or shroud—and takes moments, 
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creates moments, 

but you are not even here 

You are a mass of tissue, 

an experiment in cell division 

How could you feel it 

when you are so gently removed 

from the soft comfortable corner 

that took all of your strength to get tor 


You were so determined 

You did not live until I sent you there 
It is my fault 

You were not meant for this 

I apologize my son, daughter, thing, 
whatever you are, zygote, 

embryo 

Whatever scientific rhetoric they can devise to divide us, 
I apologize for my irresponsibility, 

for my selfishness, 

for my frailty 

You will be whatever fate chooses 

But I am sorry that you were not loved this lifetime 
I am full of tears 

Wasted years are so difficult to retrieve 
Just yesterday you were impossible 
Today you are fact 

But she is not ready, 

and I am not either 

But I would love you 

if only I could carry you 
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These walls were made for bouncing 

as I am certain 

my hair was made for yanking out in fistfuls 
Iam a drum kit tumbling 

cymbal over snare 

over bass over bang over boom, 

and it is too soon to cry, 

it is too soon for you to die, 

but I am counting on fate to intercede 

if indeed we are misleading you, 

bleeding you prematurely, 

never to count your digits, 

digitizing your existence, 

putting a price on your undefined head 

You are lost in obscurity, 

and I am beside myself with sadness 
Where are your ten thousand angels? 

Who is your savior? 

Tomorrow they will vacuum you out of out lives 
like so much pocket lint 


These walls were made for bouncing, 

and my arms were designed 

to slip neatly through the sleeves 

of a straitjacket 

like identical necks through nooses 

ot needles through eyes, 

a mistake so cleanly swept 

under the exquisite tapestry of your interweaving 
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I am circles and circles away from being Giotto, 

but I know how squares often collapse into straight lines 
The shortest path to you would have been 

the one of least resistance 

I am without feathers, 

floundering, 

flailing, 

falling fast 


But my father, the Inventor, 

has long flown the coop, 

and I am too chicken to create a new invention 
Reconstruction is not an easy burden, 

so I will shrug off the yoke of you 

and trudge home 

heavy with regret 

and numb with grief, 

lamenting the loss 

of your precious little feet. 
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DROSOPHILA DOES THE BACKSTROKE 


Waiter comes to the table 

Patron says, 

“Waiter, there’s a cliche in my soup” 
Waiter says, 

“Well, at least it’s not a damned fly!” 

and walks away, 

his footsteps echoing off the marble floor 
like a tree falling in Brooklyn 


My brain is a crooked copper crock pot, 

and I’ve got a slivered silver stopwatch cooking 

This poem is mysterious and will seriously turn into 

a snapshot of Sasquatch playing hopscotch 

when you're not looking 

People stare when my conversations start, 

and dogs bark when I begin my open-toed oration 

It’s because I fart like punctuation 

and cough like masturbation 

I’m just conjuring up a whoopee-cushion Dreamsicle, 
and you don’t know me well enough to get the gist of this 
You're a Plato-masochist, 

a Republicanerian, 

a buffoon with a bow tie while ] am multi-rannosaurus 
Oedipus Freneticus Impetuous Delirious 

Deuteronomy Leviticus for you insipid, insidious, hilarious, 
nefarious trustataricuses with Pinocchio-like proboscises, 
proselytizing about the plight 

of white zebras and striped rhinoceroses 
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You make me want to send internet viruses 

to the entire list of desireless environmentalists 

who perspire and cry over lighted fires 

yet would never bat an eye or tell a lie 

to get the survivors of this earth experiment 

to enjoy just one single solitary ounce of mirth and 
merriment 

You would rather save a whale 

than blackmail the president 

I’ve got plenty of water and plastic 

I’m just asking where the terror went, 

but you've got a hard-on for disaster 

and an affinity for martyrs 

Come on down! and get your ass whooped 

by a pissed off Bob Barker 

For the price of tea in China 

is not higher than Lady Liberty’s vagina 

if you buy it in China from a minor with acute angina, 

and as a reminder, 

there’s no business like the crack game, 

no way more American than to hunt and trap game, 

hence the rap game is a rat race 

wrapped in fat chains and laced with Lactaid 

Been that way since way back 

Ace bandages have been strapped to the mandibles of 
intangible monsters 

with unimaginable contaminated pandamn-ables 

Don’t open that box! Don’t open that box! 

unless you eat green eggs and Spam at the Columbine 
dance 

I went bowling the morning they shot Kennedy 
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I was chasing a remedy on the rocks of 
G’bring me any sushi? 

was watching Octo-poosy with some floozy 
with a Gucci 

Amerigo round again, Vespucci 


This piece has been a doozy, 

probably got you feeling woozy and confused truly 
like smoking a woolie doobie 

in a Sunday school jacuzzi 

When I’m through, you'll be, “Who’s he?” 

But this ain’t no sixty-second newsreel 

It’s a three-minute banana peel 

in the tailpipe of convention 

It’s an intentional invention, 

an experiment in dissent-ion, 

an unabashed attempt that’s meant to jettison pretension, 
and the lesson is 

retention 


I’m still trying to figure out what to do with those extra ten 
seconds, 

but I’m guessing you won’t even be listening 

You'll probably still be thinking about the whoopee-cushion 
Dreamsicles 

and the Plato masochists, 

trying to figure out my laboratory secrets and 

ripping up the floorboards to find out where I’ve stored the 
bones 

of my broken Brontosauruses 
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I already told you 

Iam multi-rannosaurus 

Oedipus Freneticus Impetuous Delirious 

Deuteronomy Leviticus for you insipid, insidious, hilarious, 
nefarious trustafaricuses with Pinocchio-like proboscises, 
proselytizing about the plight 

of white zebras and striped rhinoceroses 


And if you ever see my fifth grade teacher, 
please be sure to tell her how absolutely obnoxious this is. 
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